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- “LOVE-STORY MASTERPIECES.”

wA Little Court of Yesterday”—Book Notes About Women—+Nature

Portraits’—«The Red Anvil.”

MORE

MAGAZINES—BOOKS AND AUTHORS—COMMENT AND GOSSIP.

Complications in

«The Confessions of a Wife”—General Wheeler and Miss Hallie Rives’

Sporting Authorship a Myth—Manteo, Lord of Roanoke—The

hy

" ' sasterpieces, Chioren b3
Lu"i‘:..n.‘ntltxw:‘k: £}‘on;rp1’umtshed by “1‘1-
nem B, Lord, Evansion, Ind. Far‘sme
by the Bell Book znd Statonery Com-

pany, fichmond, Va
The compllat]

above js taken from the love storles of

puch master artists as Meredith, ‘.\Iit-
chell, Stevenson and Holmes. The series
y form A quartettie

slected whole 1

:’hi:h E{rmmi. afford unqualified d-.'uighE
to lovers of good English and charrnln;,
sentiment; unmixed in oxpression with
tangled isms that mar 118

+he mAany new-
i 5. Mr

- and spoll its tender concelts. D
ot o in the book, two

- leads off

ml;:ef:rt: from *Tho Ordcal of Richarl
Feveral,” being arranged 8s »An ldyl of
First Love. Ta thase who are famiilar
with Mr. Meredith, praise of what he has
writton is surely most UNNACESSATY IUE
thoss who know him not, the reading of
nis “layl* will certainly prove a pow-
arful incentive to a closer n;ul.]a.lnmnc?.
One paregraph from it descriptive of his
haero and heroine, 1S reproduced here, it
being so truly fllustraiive of the power
of description which Mr. Meredith's pen
wwislds. The paragraph Tuns after this
fashion:

“Perhaps love plaved his tune =0 well
because thelr maturcs had unblunfr‘d
odges, and were Keen for bliss, confid-
ing in it as natural food. To gentlemen
and Iadies, he fing-draws upan the wviol,
ravishingly; or blows into tha mellow
tiassoon: or rouses the heroic ardours of
the trumpet; or it maybe, commands the
+whole orchestra for them. And they
are pleased. He is still the cunning
musiclan. They langulsh, and taste esc-
tacy; but it is, however, SONOrous, an
earthly concert. For them the spheres
move not to two notes. They have lost,
or forfeited and never known, the first

"

Kinship of a Hog and Bacon.

8

on under the caption glven g

snper-sensual spring of the ripe senses
into passion; when they carry the soul
with them, and have the privileges of
spirits 1o walk disembodied, boundlessly
1o feel Ambros.a let them eat, and
drink the mectur; here sit @ couple 10
whom love's simple bread and water
is a finer feast.” |

The wvery mention of the name of
Ponald Mitchell, who fallows next after
Aeredlth in hook-sequence authorship,
redulls the thrill of delight always evoked
by hls *“Dream-Life.” Not to have read
it mrgues a distinct fallure in the im-
prevement of one's opportunities #nd a
great measure of enjoyment vel unful-
filled. Mr. Mitchell is a fireside com-
panion for cold days and dark davs, as
well ps for davs of brightness and sun-
ghine, A love-story which he tells will
be gure to find its echo in the consclous-
ness of all for whom it Is “told for al-

though he Iz unaffecledly simple, a8
well as graceful in style. Mr. Mitchell
darws his observations and conciusions

from life and clothes them In the ima
gery of & chaste and beautlful imagina-
tion in tlieir transmission.

The world has not yet finished fts la-
mentation over the untimely vnd of such
a genlus as Robert Louls Stevenson
“The Slre de Maletroit's Deer,” which
i& hls conuribution in the stories unde:
discussfon is full of the ori lity, Lht
pieturesqueness and the graphic delinea-
tion which are the special gifts of so0
versatile and brilllant an author.

His eplsode harks back to the romantic
period of 1429, The scena (s laid in France
in the mudst of the broils and lumusts
of =such a troublous time. The hero,
Uennis de Baullen, spending the evening
with a friend, finds himeelf half an hour
past midnight in the alleys of the Chateau
London, with his way to find back to an
inn and mo moon to lght him on the
route, His plight ig the more inconven-
ient because he I8 a stranger in the vi-
lage and is only there on eafe conducl
Thne darkness perplexss him; he is pur-
sued by a party of English men-at-arms,
&nd in fleaing from them he blunders by
accldent into the town house of the Bire
dea Maletroit, whosa door has been left
open for the admission of another man.
It closes iInstantly behind de DBaulien
and he finds himeelf a prisoner and alto-
Zether in the power of an Inexorable old
man, the master of 1The mansion.

The sire de Maletroit tells de Baulien

that his door has been designedly Ieft
open e entrap the lover of his. nicce,
Flanche Maletroit. As this adventurer

hae not appedred he decides to aceept the
gubstitute sent by chance. The maiden
and the priest sre waltng In the chapel
and de Bawlien iz told to take his choies
tetween becoming the bridegroom  of
Madamolsello the aniece, or of mecting
death at the hands of her unele. The in-
stant refusal of the young man is met
Ly the wily shrewdness of the elder. The
niece is summoned and proves radiantly
beautiful. Messire Maletroit Jeaves the
two together to make mutual explana-
tione and for & respite that shall last for
the man only untll early dawn. The ve-
sult justifies hiis knowledge of the human
heart. Jt is Nfe and a wedding, not
death and separation, that comes with
the rislng sun.

Oliver Wendall Holmes' masterpiece
i “The Autocrat and the Schoolmis-
tress " It is full of the genial philosophy
‘which uniformly characterizes this most |
popular of American writers. Dr. Holmes®
account of his courtship and his accept-
gnce is especially apt as he who runs
may Tead below. The doctor says:

e thet e the “Autocrat and School-
mistress,'” “were walking on Boston
Commen. The mall or boulevard of the
Common, vou know, has various branches
leading from it In different directlons.
Ome of these rune downward from oppo-
site Joy street southward aeross the
whole length of the Common 1o BHoylston
t. We ealled it the long path, and

from paintings, excellent though they are,
only 'po to show how wooden and inferior
“gtill life” is In comparison with the ar-
1isti¢ photographic presentment of the
live animal,

The nature portralts are printed on the
Lest obtainable cream-tinted paper and
fmbrace some of the finest half-tone and
photogravure work ever turned out. The
printing is also of the best, in large type,
well spaced. The explanatory text is also
very readable and interesting.

Little Court of Yesterday. By
Minnie Reid ¥rench. The Abbey Press
New Yorl, SL25.
A Little Court of Yesterday is a novel
hie {féme of which relates to the pres-
ent situation of the sco-called *‘aristocra-
ey’ of oid Virginia.

it abounds in humor, is written In an
easy, flowing style, and !s altogether a
departure from the conventional Scuthern
story. It ecan he clearly seen that Mrs
French, being of Virginia ancesiry her-
<elf, Inherils a sympathy for the broken
ldols and old traditions =o dear to the
Southern heart, and often the smile but
hider a tear. The story has for its set-
ting an old historic mansion of colonial
t* 1€, and running through the pages as
an undarcuitent there is a love-story
which reaches its ¢limax In the last chap-
ter, The Took fs unusualiy dainty and at-
traotive.

Minnie Reld French was born In Sum-
county, West Virginia, November
1875, At sixteen she graduated from
Concorid State Normal Schook Ath-
W, Va., and wwasg afterwards con-
rected with that instltution as teacher.
As Minnie Reid, she is known as & writer
o magazine verse, sketches and short
, her literary carcer covering a pe-
vicd of several years. On November 15,
sne became the wife of D, Edwm
a prominent attorney of IKey-
Va., at which place she now

A
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The Bed Anvil. B. Charles Reginald Sher
Inck. Frederick Stokes and Company,
New, York. £1.25.

The scene “The Hed Anvil, a Ro-
mance of Fifty Years Ago."” by the au-
thor of “Your Unecle Lew,” i= laid in a
roral village of Central New York, a “sta-
Lien™ on the “Unferground Railroad” and
‘he story brings into action people en
both sldes of the slavery question.  Mr.
Sterleck illustrates, in the character of
1 pleture-taker, Lyman Disbrow, how
goodd men {1l the rigor of tho i

Whila touching American his
il that i=s allve with MHterary paossi-
hilities, the author's main purpcse is to
Ll an absorbing story,

In the narrative, Mr. Sherlock makes
nee of  the “Underground Railroad.”
through the operations of which the ab-
olitionists set at deflance the enforcement
of the T ive Slave Law of 1850,

In this book Mr. Sherlock shows a ple-
ture of the times ha depicts, tha colors
he uses being the Hves of the peopls
who lved In them, among others a man
and a mald whose hopes, for the time be-
Ing. went sadly awry In that day of the
Nation's sore trial. The quick eontrast of
pathos and humor, the lively deserifition
that centered attention on “Your Uncle
Lew” will be found in Mr. Eherlock's
new work.

SOME PAINTED IDEAS
ABOUT DEAR WOMAN.

If all men were lovers thera would he

of

no 'new woman'' movement, no socio-
logical studies of “womnn In business”

no ponderous analysis af “‘the Industrial
condition of women," in weighty journals
Still more than a man, a woman needs a
home, though it be but the tniest Toom.

A woman may be a mysiery to a man
and to hersell but never to another wo-
man, There Is no conecealment which s
«ffectual when other feminine e are
fixed upon one's small and he
schemes.

three weapons,
ttinn and
* denied her by time,
ghe appeils to man's conceit
the second to his heart, which ie
cted to le at the end of tha oeso-
rathier than over among lungs
] and with the third to the natural
rivalry of his fello :

flatiery,
only the last of
W..h

an  has
<]

these is ev
the first
with

There are three things man !s destined

never. to  solve—jy tual mo the
square of the circle, and the heart of a
wOman, Yet he may zo a lttle wavy
into the babvrinth with the thread of
love and find that the dim  chambers are
1t with  precious  things, for

1 gh the winamg 7 AZeS  mMemory
has strewn Tonfe anid
longing weet  spiks instinetive

belief. Son 3 hen the heart aches,
she will bresw content from these.

If Alexander had been a woman, he
would not have sighed for more worlds
to conquer; woman asks but one. I his
world had been a clever woman he wou.a
no time for alein planéts, be-
will never lose his interest

woman while his conquest is in-
complele,
Woman keeps allve the old ideals.
Kine Arthur'e Court is sald to be a

myth and Launcelot and Guenevere were
only dreams, but the knightly spirit still

ves In man's love for woman. Elaine
still dies for love of Launcelot. Isolde
urges Tristram to new proofs of devotion

and Guenevere, the beautiful, still shares
King Arthur's throne. For chivalry is
not dead, it only =leeps ond the noble-
ness and valor of that far-off time are
ever at the service of her whoe has found
her knight.

After the door of a woman's heart has

orece swung on I1s silent hinges, a man
thinks he can prop it open with a brick
and ay and leave it A storm s

¢ the

Etre brick, however, and
were fond of It e iz 'y spring on the door. Woe

I tried 1o speak twice without making |10 the masculine finger that is in the
myself distinedy audible. At last 1 got | way.

out the questlon—wili you take the long
path with me? OCértainly, said the
gchoolmistress, with much pleasure.

<Think, I said, before you answer: If
you take the long path with me zow, I
phail interpret it ihat we are 10 part no
more!  The schoolmistress stepped back
with a sudden movement, as if an armw
had struck her.

“One of the long granite blocks used
af seats was hard by—one which may
still be seen close by the Gingko tree
Pray sit down, I sald. No, no, she an- |

gwered, softly. I will walk the long
path with you.” AL M. T
Numerous  Tllus--

Nature Portraits,
“trations, Text by the Editor of Coun-

try Life in Ameriea. Doubleday, Page
and Company, New York, Sold by
gubscription.

This is a portlfollo containing fifteen
large plates and many smaller fllustra-
tions from snap-shots made by the best
spature photographer 5,7 like A, Radcbffe
TDugmore, W, E. Carlin, W. L, Brownell,
A. G. Walthan, &c. They are 3 set of
veautiful studies, with both pen and cam.

era, of our wild birds, animals, fish and
4nsects. ‘The two or fhree pictures taken

softly with a cloth,
half

“The milk of human kindness” seldom
produces cream, but there is only aone
way by which lova may be won or kept.
Perfection means & continual shifting of
standards and must ever be unattain-
able, but the man or woman who is sim-
plv lovahle will he whollv taken into
others' hearts—faults and all.

A woman mnever really writes to the
man she loves. She simply records her
fleeting moods, her caprice, her tender-
pess and her dreams.  Because of this,
she is often misunderstood. 1f the let-
ter of to-day is different from that of
vesterday, her lover in his heart at least
accuses her of fic¥leness.

Whether a woman be gifted with the
accident of beauty or not, she should
have been moulded in the ross-red clay
of love, before the breath of life made
a moving mortal of her. Love is spar-
ingly soluble in the words of men; thera-
fore, they speak much of it, but one
svilable of woman's speech can dissolve
wore of it than a man's heart can hold

The difference between a2 man's and a
woman's reading is akin to the different
wiays in which thev go about to dust a
library. The man flaps around with a
bunch of feathers, the woman works
Bhe does not raise
the dust but she roes inta =1l the

corners end atiends 1o the leaves as much

:'-. _l::e_rl:o_o' A woman of the right
;nﬁ‘. I“-:.,‘nl After a man, follows him as
Ruth follow the j s of Boaz and her

Eleanings are often linest of wheat.

Nature is In earnest when she makes
?_1 t\.'on_)an and there are women enough
Iving in churchyards with very common-
place blue slate-siones at their head and

| fect for whom It wias just as true that

1 assumed one tone of
love,” -as for Letitia Landon of whom
Elizabeth Browning said it, but she
could give words to her grief and they
could not, g

Books and Authors.

cad sounds of life

The plot contlnues to thicken In Mary
Adams’ “"Confessions of a Wife.”” In the
August (Midsummer Holiday) number of
the Century ihe dhand's absence In
South :%.merica. contributes greatly to the
demestic estrangement, and a new motive
appears in the wife's attachment for Dr.
Hazelton. The nworai of this part of
the story seems Lo be the same as that
of the poem by Mary Adams published
iast winter In the Century—"Dare Not,
if Desolate:™

“The broken stair of love winds round
your house ] say,

IT friendship get a ladder in its place,
And climbing, 1ift to you a qulet face—
Star not, nor parley. Turn your own

away.

“Servant to him who hath shall joy on
Jov attend,
‘Who hath not, misseth ever all his OW.
For this Iz graven. being law, on stome:
‘Dare not, if desolate, to need a friend.'

It seems that “Fighting Joe™ Wheeler
is responsible for a most characteristic bit
Ln 2 Rives' new novel, “Hearts Cour-
ageo

'J'he:.: say that the auburn-haired South.
€Tl pirl and the grizzled Jittle veteran
who has been a long and close friend of
hers. =al dining tosether at the Waldorf
ore evening a few months ago. The gen-
eral was telling stories of the humorous
anr:xof the Cuban campaign.

“One of my colored hostlers,” he said
“unwittingly got under fire on the &a\:
of e 8 Juan fight and T asked him
how he liked it. "Tain't de cannons an'
sech whiat flustercates me,! he sald; ‘ots
dem dar zip-sercechiy critters dev calls
!\Ir:userf:, what  goes  erpun’ h-CIl]GI'iI}'
ar-iz-lz-yo? Whar-iz-iz-yo * Dey
eid' be lookin' fer des vere chicken!

And this is how ‘“John the B:mtis‘t i
1139 quaintly  humorous character l:Ff
"Ir!nru‘ts Courageous' was given one of
his most quoted sayvings.

The pepular Idea at the North that
there is a numercus clase of Southern
nmien that stil! lead a cavalier, devil-me-
enrt of life such as may have been pos-
eible in the old plantation c‘Lave.!S in-
cieated In the remarks of a XNorthern
critic aprepns of “The Slege of the Lady
Resolute,” by Harris Dickson. *“No one
it & Southern man,” said he, “could have
ten that benk. 1t takes one of those
F.r:-nthem‘ fellows, who rides to haunﬁs
anel earrie m for his palitieal oppo-
25 in nelghborhood feuds
3 about horse-racing and
¥ing juleps nand making love—a ther-
ourhbred Southerner, in fact—io write a
bock like that,"

W

knows a ]r;".

“Of course, we have plenty of men who
_k:mw a lot about racing horses, mixing
juleps and making love,” but they are
as a rule, far from being *“literarv.”

As a matter of fact, Mr. Dixon himselr
Is a most prosaleally hard-working law-
ver, who achieves his romances, fer the
most part. In the night hours, tofling as

laboriously over them as, in ths dav-
time. he tolls aver knotty cases at law.
He lives in a heautiful old S'.'utherr;
manor-house, and iz one of ths best
known of the younger men in tha South,
fond of sport, and a great faverite

wherever he goes. e takes his weiting
simply as the recreation of a busy law-
ver, but he works slavishly at it, and
the time iz bound to come when ke wili
have ta choose between law-and ro-
mance.

Very few people know that England
has created one American, and one only
a peer. He was made “Lord of Roa-

noke,!" and he was the Indian chief
Manteo. His introduction to England
came about in this way, according to

Harper's Encyelopaedia of United States
History. When &ir Walter Ralelgh, In
1584, =ent two ships to Ameorica, one of
the ves=els was commandsed by Arthur
Barloew, the other by Philip Amidas.
They had a most interesting and =atis-
factory voyage. of ‘'which Barlow's
quaint aecount is given in the Encyeclo-
paedia, and were hospitahly received by
the Indians orn Roanoke Island. On
their return to England they were ae-
ecmpanied by the Indian ehiefs Manteo
and Wanchese., Queen Elizabeth was
charmed with the voyagers' account of
ille new, beautiful country and the be-
havier of the natlves, and probably from
motives of diplomaey created Manteo a
peer of England.

In the *“Apothezms” Bacon records
how a culprit on trial before the philoso-
pher's father, Sir Nicholas Baecm, craved
merey on accounit of Kindred.

“Prithea,” sald my lord judeas,
cames that in?'"

“Why, if it please you, myv lord. your
name is Bacco, and mine Hog, and In

“how

all ages Hoz and DBacon have been so
near kindred that they are not to be
separated,'”

““Ah, but,” replied Baecon, “you and T
cannot be kKindred, except you be hang-
ed; for Heog is not Bacon uniil it be
well hanged."

More Auzust Magazines.

Southern Farm Mapgazine.—That South-
ern farm lands are cheap as compared
with the value of Southern farm pro-
,duets Is a fact which has already at-
tracted southward thousands of thrifty
farmers from other parts of the coun-
try. It is recozniged by Capt. J. F.
Merry, of Dubuque, lowa, long-interestad
in bringing under remunerate cultivation
a greater area of land in the South. His
statement published in the August num-
ber of the Southern Farm Magazine that
the next great advance in the price of
lands will be in South, and the facts set
forth by him to sustain it, will attracr
widespread attention, and will be Influ
antial in swelling the Southward tlde of
American migration.

Another suggestive and timely article
bearing upon a question which Is agi-
tating the Southern mind is by Mr. Ger-
ald McCarthy, biologist of 'the North
(carolina Department of Agriculture, in

‘hich he makes a strong plea for useful
education as eopposed to much of what
iz ‘called education, but which Is, in
realty, fancy training for usefulness. He

contends that taxpaying farmers should

demend that the educational fund shall
be used to furnish practleal and useful
agricultural training to their childrer
and the children of thelr laborers, In-
stead of being wasted upon frivolities.

The Engineering Magazine opens will
an editorial article on the common sens.
of the Isthmian Canal decislon—a re
view of a remarkably consistent and
strong advocacy of the Panama route
as econtmically moest advisable. The
magazine has Leen a leader in the cam
peign of education which has finally
brought the Lublie to a right understand-
ing of‘l'ha Guestion. Mr. Redford fol-
lows with a striking study of the declin-
ing wvalue of gold, and tha consequcnt
gradual, but certain rise of prices for
many cominodities,; This Is polnted by
Mr. Leigh's filustrated account of ths
Afrlcan gold coast, and the really im-
portant df_fDDails, possibly rivalling the
Rand, which await development there.
Other finely iilustrated papers are by
Mr. C. R. King, on European locomo-
tves, and by Mr. W. W. Christie, on the
economy of mechanlcal stoking.

Success.—Therp are several really good

fietlon steries in the August Success,
chief among them being “The - Littlg
Bear Who Grew,” by Henry Wallace

Phillips, the author of the popular “Red
Saunders.” 1t iz a humerous tale with
plenty of snap and plot. The editorials
in this number are by Baron Eiichi Shi-
busawa, Edwin Markham, and Dr. New-
cll Dwight Hillis. It is & gotod number
for mid-summer, and appeals ailke to
those who are away enjoying thelr vaca-

ticus and those who are staying at
home.
Leslie's.~Robart Barr, Qulller-Couch,

E. F. Benson, Harrlet Prescott Spofford,
Marlon Hill, Onoto “Watanna and Har-
vey J. O'Hlggins are some ot the names
on the title page of the August fiction
number of Laslie's Monthly. The inter-
esting plan of printing photographs of
the authors in connectlon with these
stories avd giving a short account of
their llves Is one of the original fea-
tures &f this number.

Meehans' Monthly continues with great
thoroughness ts series of notes In rela-
tion to rockeries and rock gardens.
These gardens properly made are de-
lightfully natural in thelr effects, and
the list of suitabla plants In this lssue
will aid very much in their ccnstruction.
Another featurs of prominence are the
articles on the ecare and freatment of
newly planted t{rees and vines.

Poems of the Day
Found in Jewspapers

The Coming Woman—A Query.

Fair woman, mirth provoking,
In some features of life's right
May go beyvond mers joking
In her siruggle for a “right)””

May couple with mild vices

That have herstofcre held sway
The costume that entices

In a most surprising way.
Then, scorning all tradition,

Wil she follow out this plan
And claim full, recognition

As a man?

She's irled man's tiez and coi.aTs,
And his hats now meet her views;
She alms to earn her dollars
By the methods he would use;
And soeme 0f her espousers
Do most exrnestly assert
It's but a step to Lrousers
From the hifurcated skirt,
And when' tilig fad she catches,
Prithee tell me, If ¥ou can,
TWill woman scratch her matches
Like a man?

She's wearied of the walting
And the captivating arts,
Preceding human ‘madtion.
In the old-time game of hearts,
TWhen seeking for affection
She would have her lttle say;
She'd bring man to subjection
In a more aggEressive way.
Her aim she's been disclosing—
iWill she pass along the fan,
And do her own propasing
Like a man? —EBrooklyn Eagle.

Fifty Years Ago.

{A poem to the ploneers of tha West)

O dav of wouth, of love and truth, of
labor in the mine,

O vanished days in Time's dim haze,—
O days of Forty-nine!

How feeling burns as memory turns to
those dear scenes of old,

When, pick in hand, & fearless band, we
roamed the West for gold!

From the solemn, snow-crownred Rockies,
from the hills of Sante Fa,
From the Colorado, leaping down
cactus-bordered way,

To the poppy-glowing valleys by the bay
Saint Francis blessed,

Svery hill and dale bears witness of the
men who “went out West.”

its

O'er the thirsty, sun-parched desert tolled
these stalwart men and true,
Beaconed by the Star of Empire smiling

downward from the blue,
Westward, westward, ever westward, till
each hillslde and ravina
Opened to them as the heavena opened
to the Florentine.

Long years have fled; those days are

dead; but still thelr wealth is ours;
The golden grain on many a plain, the
orchards and the bowers,

Iowing herds, the bright-plumed
hirds, the homes of peaceful rest
That crown the soil won by the toil of

those who “went out West.”
—Robert Mackay, in the August
cess.""

The

“Sue-

New Version of Maud Muller,

Maud Muller, on & summer‘day,

ttaked the meadow sweel with hay,

Beneath her straw hat, trimmed with
green,

A wealth of freckles could be seen.

Singing she raked. and her merry glee,
Waa like a song-bird's melody.

But when she glanced to the far-off
town,
\White from its hill-slope, looking down.

The sweet song dled, and 2 vague un-

rest
And well-known longing filled

breast.

her

Tha judse came prancing down the
lane, =
And spoke to Mhud as he drew his

rein.

“I came, Miss Maud, to ask,’” sald he,
“If you will play ping-pong with me?”

She looked at the rake, and she looked

at the hay,
A3 she answered the judge in a hopeless

way:

“0Of all sad words, the saddest are
these:

I can't play ping-pong Whenever I
please.”

The judge regretted, and rode away,
And Maud continued rakin hay,

‘Alas for the judsge, olas for the maid,

And the ping-pong game that was mever
Played. ~ 2 s

W. J. Le in New York Hun,

ALEXANDER GALT,
The Sculptor.

B

 Southern Artists |

PAPER No. 3.
By
Mary Washington.

Alexander Gait, the second son of Dr.
Alexander Galt, and his wife (nee Mary
3ylvester Jeffery), was born in INorfolk,
¥va,. about the vear 1828

Hea showed a talent for scolpture very
sarly carving beautiful cameos (many of
.hem portraits) in his youth. At an early
are he was sent by his father to get his
art education in Florence, the art school
Lhere being then considered the best in
t-ha world. I believe he was the first Vir=-
sinin =culptor who went abroad to study
ihrough Barbea alsp weat to Florence
a little later to prosecute his art studles,

su in addition to the great wealth of far

past associations connected with Florence,

it alsp possesses for us the additional in-
terest of having been the spot where two |
gifted young Virginians have received
‘heir instructions and culture in art Galt
tuok the highest honors in Florence for
his progress in his studles and atter fin-
shingz his course he opened his tudio in
this city, remaining here five ¥eirs.

1Is first ideal bust made in Florenca was
“Virginia,” named after his State. Then
followed “Psyehe,” the celebrated “Bac-
chante,” “Sappho,” &c., and a bust caille:‘l
“Hopa' ‘There are in existence five
copies of the ‘‘Bacchante” one in Scot-
nnd, one in Rlchmond, cne in Nerfolk,
one in the Corcoran Gallery., at Washing-
ton, and another in the pessession of a
iiece of the sculptor  in Lys urg, Va.
Ha returned to America In 1835, after his
first sojourn in Florence, and rema.lnr“-d a
vear in his native country. e received
At inis time an order from the State of
Virginia for a statue of Thomas Jeffer
son, for the University of Virginia, This
stitue arrived In Virginia just as the
Civil War was on the point of breaking
out. and execited much attenticn and ad-
miration despite the distractions of that
unnuiet period. The old friends and ser-
vants of “the Sagg of Mantecello” looked
on with great emotion, exclaiming: It
s Mr. Jefferson himself."”

During his visit home In 185, somsa of
his work was on exhibiticn in Charles-
ton, §. €., at a State fair, held there, and
excited so much admiration that the ci?y
{7r State) presented  him with & solid
wlver plteher as a testimonial of esteem,
The State of South Carelina ordered from
hiri a bust of Chief Justice Rutledge for
the room of the Supreme Court at the
Capitol at Washington, where it now is.

In addition to his ideal busts, Galt made
many bust portraits, ong of Mrs. Bruce,
Afrs. Stanard and Mre. Joseph R. Ander-
son, of Richmond, of Mrs. Gatewood and
Afrs. Rhett and General Huges, of Scuth
Careclina, a bust of Governor Lethcher, of
Covernor Wise, and of General Philip 5t
Genrge Cocks, of “Belmead,” Va. Fe also
mads, while In Norfolk, about tne time
of the war, a bust of the beautiful Miss
Mary Garnett and the celebrated beauty,
Miss Emily Christian,

He returned to Florenee In 1556, remaln-
ing there another five years, but when
the alarm of war scunded In his natlve
innd. he returned to cast in his lot with
his beloved mother State, Virginia. He
was on Governor Letcher's staff, and also
did valuable service wih=the Confaderate
engineers. He made a bust of Jeiferson
Diavis, and was tha enly sculptor 3Mr.
Tavis sat for during the war. This bust
was broken, but Mr. Davis sat for anoth-
er ene, and the second bust was finished
and cast, He also made sketches of Lee
anid medallions of Jackson.

His career, which had opened so bright.
Iy and which promised ztill greater things
for the future, was brought to a sad and
untimely cloze by his contracting small-
pox which he did in Stonewall Jackson's
camp, whitheér he had gone to make a
study~ and sketches of that hero, prepa-
ratory to making a bust and later a sta-
tue of him. This talented voung sculp-
tor passed away on the 10th of January,
1863, nged about thirty-five, dyving before

o

he had even reached the zenlth of his
powers.
Truly the Scriptural saving was veri-

fed In him. *“His sun went down whila
it was yet day."”

And who can estimate what potentiai
forms of beauty and grace floated in
that glited brain whosa work on earth
was so early terminated.

The things that ha left In his studio
at the time of his death—many of them
studies of great value—were carefully
stored away, but most unfortunately,
they were burned up in the fire in Rich-

mond at the conclusion of the war. Amlid
all the stored up tobacco and other
matertal resources so unnecessarily con-
sumed jn thiz destruective . nothing

arouzes a more poignant regret in the
mind than the thought of the art treas-
ures sacrificed In the studio of Alexnn-

der Galt. All that escaped was a few
things that had been sent into the
country, as, [or instanea and finished

head entitled “The Spirit of the South,'”
for which several celebrated beautiss and
beiles had sat

TO ALEXANDER GALT, THE SCULP-
TOR.

Alas! he's cold!

Cold as the marble which his fingers
wrotght—
Cold,' but not dead; for each embodied

thought

0% his, which he from the Ideal broucht
To live in stone,

Aszsyres him Immortality of fame.

Galt is not dead!
Only too soon
‘We saw him climb

Up to his pedestad, whers equal Time
And coming generations, in the noon
Of his full reputation, yet shall stand
To pay just homage to his noble name.

Our Poet of the Quarrles only sleeps,

He claft his pathway up the future's
steaps,

And now rests from hls labors

Hence 'tis T say;

| In told us In the chlliy marble's snow.

For on her face emotlons so do strive
That we forget she is but pallid stone;
And a1l her tragsdy of love and woe

Bacchante, with his vine-crowned hair,
Leaps to the cymbal-measured dance
Wwith such a passlon in her alr—
Upon her brow—upon her lips—

As thrills you to the finger-tips,
And rascinates your glance.

These are, as 'twere, threa of his Songs
in stone—

The first full of the tenderness of love,
Speaking or moonrise, and tha low
wind’'s eall; =
The second of love's tragedy and fall;
The third of shrill, mad laughter, and |

the tone |
Of festal musle, on whose rise and

fall : .
Swift-footed dancers follow.

Nobler than thesa swest Iyric dreams,
Dreamt out beside Italia's streams,
He'd worked some Eple studies out, in
part—
leave
pain
TWhen tha low pulsea of his falling heart
Admonizhed him of death.

To them Incomplete his chiefest

Ah, he had soared upon a lofty wWing,
Wet with the purple and encrimsoned

rain
Of dreams, whose clouds had fleated
o'er his brain
Tntil it ached with glorles.

It voun would see his Epic studies, go—
Go with the student from his dim ar-
cade—

where the statesman
the hall,

And mark how careless voices hush and

Halt standeth in

fall,

And all light talk to sudden pausa Is
brought

In presence of the noble typa of
thought—

Embodied Ind pendenes which he wrought
From stone of far Carrara.

View his Columbus: Hero grand and
meels,

Scarred 'mid ths battle's long-protract-
ed brunt— =

Palos and Salvador stamped on his fromt.
TWith not a line about it, poor or weak—
A second Atlas, bearing on his brow
A New World, just discovered.

G gsee Virginla's wise, majestie face
With some faint shadow of her coming

woe
Writ on the broad, expanstive, virein
snow

0Of her imperia! forehead, just as though
Some disembodied Prophet-hand of eld

The nlor's chisa In its touch has
held,

Fores.. . owing her coming crown of
thorns—

Her crown and her great glory!

These «f tha many; but they are
enough—

Enough to show that I have rightly
said

Tha marble's snow bids back from him
decay,

He sleepeth long; but sleeps not with the
dead

WWho die, and are forgotten ere the clay.
Heaped over them hath hardened in the
suf,

This much of Galt, the Artisf
Of the man
Faln would I speak, but In =ad sooth I
can
Ne'er find the words wherein to tell
Hlow he was loved, or vet how well
He did desarve it.

All things of beauty were to him de-
light—

Tha sunsaet's clpuds the turret rent
apart—

The stars which glitter In the nocn of
night—

Spoke in c¢me volce unto his mind and
heart,

His love of Nature made hia love of Arly
And had his span

Of life been longer

He had surely done

Such noble things tkat he

Like to a soaring eagle would have been
At last—lost In the sun!

A Prabiem in the Occult.

De Lawy mussy, marster! wher' de good-
ness is I at?

Wut's dis aroun’ me? Chickens? Naw-
i Sm‘g. sholy can't be dar—
Vhy, I's In bed! I hain't? Well. Mar

o Ster John, dis Is a slght:
9 chicken coop, an' me a-sleeping’ Fers
dis time er night!

I »
Iit's des ga stranges” thing wut ever

: Whz, hit is, sch, gho—

A-nlen . L

= t ¥o' chickens! Well!
da likes afo'?
wut it is; I allus

L me Us gictln =
eV'ry dav, gittln® wussar al
ArTes’ me? Lawdy, s
¥. Marstar, T
¥ou talkin' *houes er, wut on earth

A Woman,
You say that you ara Bt
Who are so very -
You tell
Little in it all
There are no battles
That you can fight
sht:
But who shall say vour life iz liveq s
If all my darkened days you poun Lo
(R ned days you have kept

Oh, Iittls woman-heart be glad a zlad
That you are what God mada :;n?:_‘ \E\F;i
I know SRy :

How wou have nerved me when th
wns sad, ey
And made me better—vea, and kept ma
sivl 3

Be \"er_;.‘ glad that wou, in
place,

Your little

can be

A silent Influence to whose sourca I trac

The little g00d there ever was In me.

your whits

home, with folded hands,

To be a woman! Is thers any more
That you have nead to be from day te

day?
How wonderful te hava your heart, vour
store
Of purity and goodn
“One that I love is
One that loves me
sake.”
A woman!

anmd to say,
since [ came;
better fes 3

iz no greater nama
maortal tongue shall

—Charles Hanson Towne in the August
Womean's Home Companion.

Mo Economy In It.

“I =ee vou arn economlcal,’” remarked
the neighbor.

“T thought T was,
the householder.

*“[ was referring to your porch chalrs.”
expiained the neighbor, “I saw you paint
ing them yourself the other day, and tha
was economy, wasn'L Jit?

“1 thought it was"

“Well, wasn't 1t2"

“Not exactly. I neglected to tail mr
wife I'd done, it, and the job cost me on
new gown In addition to the paint'

ruefully answered

The Cost of White Housa Businass

Asida from tha President's salary and
the expsnse of Keeping the White Housg
In repair, it costs the Government ouly
ahout 5,08 a vear to operate the estabs
lishment. Of this amount 00 is ex
pended in the salarfes of the thirt:
on the Exscutive pay-roll, Thesa
from the Secretary to the President,
lary of 35,040 o year, down to nes 1
door-keepers whose pav s iz
nees perhars  one-tenth  thad
maining 5040 d w3 all
as—the replacing of worn-
furniture, typswriter repairs,
and feed for the half-doze
the White Housze stables. O
course, the Exe & oifice has the benes
fit of many eco ias bevond the re:
of the thrifty merchant. r instance, a)
afficial mall iz franked, savinz approxis
mately 320 a day. Specfal telegraph an
cable rates are also secured.—Waldoe  Fawe
pett in the World's Work,

atationery,
nor=zes in

TH
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Pimples, Freckies,

plexion. !
preparations and been deceived

couraged or the most obstinate.

Tuome 15, 1902, DR. g. B. SILVER, 12
CAUSEWAY 58T, OSTON, MASS,
writes: [ have recommended to my cus-
tomers your wonderful Face Bleach in the
treatment of skin diseases and in the sue-
cessful removal of all blorches and pim-
ples. [ daily receive the highest compli-
ments of the efficacy of your Face Bleach.

une 21, 1502, MISS MARY MOONEY,

For him there s no death,

Only the stopping of the pulsa and’
breath—

But simple breath Is not the all In all; [

Man hath it but in common with tha
brutes—

Life is in 'action and in brave pursultsl]

By what we dream, and having dreamt,

dare do,

We hold our places In the world's large
view,

And still have part in the affalrs of
men

When tha long sleep is on us.

He dreamt and made his dreams per-
petual things
Fit for the rugged cell of penitentlal
saints,
Or sumptuous halls of kings,
And showed himself a poet in

tha art:
He chiselled Lyrics with a touch so
fine,

With such a tender beauty of thelr own,

That rarest songs broke out from every
line

And verse was audible
stane!

His psyche, soft In beauty and in grace,
Waits for her lover in the Western
breeze, bl
And a swift smile frradiztes her faee,
Ag though she heard him whisper in
the trees, 2

in  volceless

His  passion-stricken Sappho  seems

allve—,

EBERVALE, PA, writes: am using
cour Face Bleach, and my freckles are
ading quite fast.

Tune 17, 1992, MRS. JOHN P. CASEY,
OSSAWATOMIE, KAN., writes: I have
used your Face Bleach, and my complex-
ion is just a5 mice as it could be.

TJune 23, 1892, MISS LIZZIE BERRY,
Bl HANOVER ST, FREDERICKS-
BURG, VA., writes: You Face Bleach has
done my complexion very much good. I
think by the time I uss another botile it
will be” almast percfect. - My complexion
was very oily and had biemishes.

une 19, 1902, GYPSY MAUD HOR-

TON., LOCK BOX ‘85, WELLANDS-
PORT., CANADA, writes: [ am wuiing

your Face Ricach and bave a most beauti-
ful complexion.

May 20, 1832, MISS DORA HILDAHL,
LISMORE, MINN,, writes: Your Face
Bleach has improved my complexioz won-
derfully.

April 77, 1802, HELEN PROKES, BOX
133, SCHUYLER, NEB.. writes: Your
Faece Bleach has done much to improve
and remove the pimples and blackheads on
my face. .

Mav 14 1502, MRS. C. M. BABB, LAU-
RENS, 5. C., writes: Your Face Bleach
js finc. T have used it with your Soap and.
Balm and can see a great chanmge in my
complexion after only using 2bout twe-
thirds of a bottle. I find it just as good
&5 you represent it to be in every respect,
nndy am satisfied you will get several orders
from this place

Before her none can ever feel alone,

thase letters which ought to convince avery one—evi Lz most skeptical, the most

QUSANDS OF WOMEN ENDORSE

=A. Ruppert's FaceBleach

Skin Ciscasss, elc.;.

Disappcar and Their Skins Improved.

Thousands of unsoliciz=# testimonials are received each year from grateful women
throughont the Cx:ted S.ates sounding the merits of Face Bleach. These latters are
aufficiens guarantee that EFxce Bleach gives entire eatisfaction snd removes in every case
pirples, freckles, tan, ac-e, eczema, sallowness, oili 258, b
patches, liver spots, muddiness, discolorations and skin diseases, and improves _rh-z com-
For those who doubt the efficiency of Face Bleach or those who have tried ather
and grown discouraged, I publish herewith a number of

233, blackheads, brown spots, moth

dis-

une 17, 1802, MRS. R. A. MACKEY,

The

F.{YE‘.‘I‘TEVlLLE. ARK., writes:
Face Bleach is doing more good than anye
thing [ have cver used.

une 8. 1392, MRS, C. W. BOWMAN,
PRAIRIE VIEW, KAN.. writes: have
never

found anything that would do ma
any good unatil ]:ytr:'cd our Face Bleach.
iay 1, 1902, MYRTLE SHOEMAKER,
WILLIAMSPORT, PA., writes:  Your
Face Bleach and Balm received all right
and my freckles are almost gone. T musk
say your Face Bleach is grand. There in
mothing compared to it. 1 have used many

hleaches, but haven't found asy come
pared to ir. I woulde't be without it fop
anything.

Maw 25, 1502, MINNIE R. LEE, BED-
FORD, PA., writes: I thack you so much
for your kind attention to me. I am using
your Face Bleach as directed, and am more
than pleased with the results. 1 find it to
te all you claim for it, and I think it is
the most wonderful beautifier ever known
for the complexion. Your soap is fine. [
never had anything so nice. shail have
no other while I can get it. Both sister
and myself are delighted with your Face
Bleach and Soap, and also the Ralm.

Jupoe 15, 1902, MISS EMILIE WITT-
EOLD, COMFORT, TEX., writes: Hava
used the bottle of Face Bleach and I am
ch.‘-y m»,;?)h l%l:ne:a_qr‘t(lfﬁuqirh the effect.

une 12, . MRS, TNO. D,
NEWTON FALLS, N. 'Y wrivces T hors
used your Face Bleach some, and think
i:Tn E“:E thing.

une 23 1902, MRS. MARY WILCOX.
MT. JEWETT, PA., writes: T have been
using your Face Bleach for some time. It
bas donc wonders for me. T had a verr
cily and pimply skin; now my skin i
smooth and not oily at all. The most I
want another bottle for is to keep away the
wi‘?‘le;l 1902,

alay 21, 1902, TERESA BROOKS, 92 I
ST.. SOUTH BOSTON, MASS., writeas

like your Bleach very much. It has
cleared my face and the freckles are gone.

Mme. A. Ruppert’s Face Bleach Is for sale at our store.

e

Th < Cohen Co.,

Sole Aﬁants |



